Not as weaklings pampered and spoiled by a doting

parent,

But as men, free men,
Who must fight their way,

Suffer and labour and die,

In the long hard desperate struggle

For manhood and character.

We thank Thee that thus we must pay,
By our blood and our tears.

For this terrible, glorious gift of freedom-
Pay for ill-using the gift,
Pay for the errors and sins of others.

Aye, we thank Thee even for this,

The hardest and darkest of all our problems;

For even here we are paying for freedom,

The freedom of others:

And here, for ever,

Thou art Thyself by our side,

Bearing within us and with us the burden of sorrow and

pain,

Heartening our craven spirit
By Thy stalwart courage and cheer.

For Thou too. Master, didst pay

The utmost bitterest price
For freedom-
Pay with Thy life for man's misuse of Thy gift.